bullies nor swears at them, just puts them in their proper
place as a man should/

A good many clients got up to go home before curfew.
About a quarter to eleven no more than fifteen were left, but
they intended to stay on as they were ordering drinks, mainly
champagne. Antoine remarked that it was time to go, to
which Yvette replied:

* No, no, darling. We don't want to go just when we're
beginning to get matey.*

The word matey cheered Antoine up. He looked round
him with an uprush of hope and prepared to be sociable. On
the seat in front of him Flora was emerging from her
lethargy and was once more holding forth in accents of
tragic fury. He heard her inveigh against Paul in that deep
voice that had so alarmed him a while ago, and now annoyed
him. Yvette listened to her tirade with indifference, and her
heavy, languorous gaze strayed over the three rows of
bottles arrayed behind the barman. But in the bar nothing
happened. The promised mateyness did not materialize.

e In love, I've always gone all out, I've always given myself
without reserve : does a little brat who hasn't ever lived
think he can treat me like dirt ? '

Antoine began to think of his family, but without much
warmth. Pierrette would be in bed already. Frederic, deep
in his algebra book, would be toiling at some theorem with
bovine patience, then raise his eyes to the ceiling, his face lit
up by a solution that was slowly reaching consciousness.
His father, lying beside the sick woman, would be reading a
volume of memoirs, a volume of letters, or a biography, and
commenting on it to his wife, who would respond with
affectionate patience, but without much interest in what he
was saying. Antoine felt very far away from them, akeady
immersed in another life, another warmth, a rather doubtful
warmth, but one he felt he needed. This cleavage, whiclx